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And look thy look, and go thy way,

But blame not thou the winds that make
The seeming-wanton ripple break,

The tender-pencil'd shadow play.

Beneath all fancied hopes and fears
Ay me ! the sorrow deepens down,
Whose muffled motions blindly drown

The bases of my life in tears.

BE near me when my light is low,

When the blood, creeps, and the nerves prick
And tingle; and the heart is sick,

And all the wheels of Being slow.

Be near me when the sensuous frame

Is rack'd with pangs that conquer trust,
And time, a maniac, scattering dust,

And life, a Fury, slinging flame.

Be near me when my faith is dry,

And men the flies of latter spring,
That lay their eggs, and sting and sing,

And weave their petty cells and die.

Be near me when I fade away,

To point the term of human strife,
And on the low dark verge of life

The twilight of eternal day.

Do we indeed desire the dead
Should still be near us at our side ?
Is there no baseness we would hide ?
No inner vileness that we dread ?
Shall he for whose applause I strove,
I had such reverence for his blame,
See with c^ear eye some hidden shame
And I be lessen*d in his love ?